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Printed for 8. SM1iTH, in Pater- noſter Row. 17 59. 


TO ALL 


Qualified SPORTSMEN. 


GENTLEMEN, 


5 H E utmoſt of my Ambition 
in compoſing and publiſhing 
this little Poem, was only to oblige 
and inſtruct my Fellow Sportſmen ; 
and to communicate to them the 
Knowledge I have acquired and trea- 
ſured up in this difficult Miſtery. 

I donot pretend to ſay that bare 
Theory alone will make a Marth 
man; but it muſt be confeſſed, by 
every impartial Perſon that theRules 
here ſet down, when joined with a 
little Practice, will compleat the 
Workman, or raiſe him to a ve 
high Degree of Perfection in this 
agreeable and entertaining Sport. 


THE 


— 


\Portſmen where er ye deign to qwell, 


In Manſion, Hall; or Straw-rooft Cell, 
With Chloe in the ſplendid Seat, 
- Or. Bridget ina Cott's Retreat. 


Here 


— 


tn — 
(2) 
Here come, without Diſtinction all, 


And liſten to a Brother's Call. 


_ TTO——— 


For you he dares to court the Muſe, 


Diveſted of all ſordid Views ; 5 
; And.if the Poet ye deſpiſe, / 100 


— — —— — 
_ 


He hopes the Sportſman ye will prize. 


Since Poetry 18 not his Trad 1 


| 
Regard the Subſtance, not the Shade. 
| . * * 42 5 
"> 
| | 6 Fong 


| When Phoebus, - chat illuſtrious Don, 4 
His gold-wrought Trappings hangs upon 
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(£3) 


The Steed's, which draw his Chariot gay}, 


In Engliſh-plain—by Break of Day, | 


Ariſe, be clad; and haſte away. 3 


And ſhould your Wives diſplay their 
Charms, 
In Raptures claſp ye in their Arms; 


And by each Blandiſhment of Loye 
That Wiſh can prompt, or Paſſion move 
To ſtay your Riſing with the "WY 


Nor leave them for your Dog and Gun. 


Regardleſs of ſuch wheedling Art, 


With Speed ariſe, with Speed depart, 


Ah | gaze not on the mcking Bye, 


Provide a little Cordial Rm: 


(4) 


Nor catch the Waftage of a Sigh. 


Tell them your Health ſome Air requires, 


To kindle Love's extinguiſh'd Fires; 


That Morning Exercile is good 


To ſpur the lazy-pacing Blood, 
New ſtrings the Nerves and fires the Heart, 
And fills with Viggur evt. Fart. 


f 


And now my Gun-delighting Friend, 


Theſe Maxims let me recommend. 


Before you leave your pleaſing Home, 


(5) 


A proper Wicker-bottle fill. 


That will contain about a Gill. . 


But, let your prudent Care be ſuch, 
As not to drink one Drop too much: 
A Sip is. good to keep you warm, | 
A Sip too much will do you Harm: 
Imprimis—it will cloud the Eye, 
And make you hold your Piece awry, 
Wehe de- if you hold it right, 
-| Your hand will ſhake, and mock the Sight, 
Thus either Way it ſpoils your Aim, 
And then, my Friend, farewell the Game ! | 


(6) 


A Morning-Sot, without Diſpute, - © - 


Can never aim, though he may ſhoot. 


The Markſman ſhould the Bottle ſpare, 
At leaſt, of all Exceſs beware; 
For if too frequent Draughts he takes 


Some fatal Step perhaps he makes: 


| Fall; down and uri hiszddied Pate, 


Or breaks his Shin againſt a Gate, 


Or careleſs ſlips into a Bog 


A Turky kills or ſhoots A Hog. | 


Procure your Tackle, Gun, and all, 


M2 


N e >rs. Call; , 


(FP) 

But, prithee, don't forget to bring. 
Into the Field, a Rareriuge· A ing; 

And having cleans'd, wich utmoſſ. Cure, 1 
The Touch- Hole from the Duſt and Smear, 


Proceed to charge, and prime the Gun; 


(This muſt not Over-1Vight be done, 
For, if tis loaded Over-Wight, 11 

The Prime will hiſs, and not be right) 
Prime not too full, 'twill merit Blame: 
The hanging Fire will ſpoil your Aim: bi 
The Reaſon is, if I muſt tell, 


The Preſſure will the Flame repel. 


(8). 


In Charging, thoſe who moſt excell, 


* 


Take care to ram the Powaer well; 


But then, it muſt not be forgot, TY 
To ram, with Tenderneſs, the slot: 


One Wird of Nitraus:Duft wilk de, 


And take of Sha? the other Tuo, 


Then ſearch for Tou, the Whole to cloſe, 5 
The fitteſt Thing that can be choſe. 


Be careful to obſerve my Hints; 
Provide a Turn. ſereu, Ii, orm, and Flint ; 


| For tho no Ills your Sport moleſt, 
| Tis good to guard Probatum eſt. 


** 


; 8 (-9 ) 
When thus prepar d, n Sport purſye, 
- Regardleſs of the Dirt or Dew : 
- |  LetSluggards doze on downy Beds, 


And there repoſe their aching - Heads. 

Let pamper d Mortals ſtay at Homes 

Such Wretches are unfit to come. 

Whoever fails in 3 

Can ne'er be Maſter of the Art. 
Not eager, or without Concern; f 

A Medium in your Actions learn; 

Be ſure Take. Time, then chiefeſt Rule, 

That's practic'd in the Mark/mar's School ; 


C . © Malt 


( ro.) 
Moſt giddy Youths the Sport confound, 


By firing on improper Ground. 


True Sportſmen Stoic- liłe ſhould be 
Quite eaſy, unconcern'd, and free ; 
Not eager; firing off at Randam, 


Or let a tim'rous Fear command em. 


Suppoſe us going now, my Friend, 


In rural-Sports, the Day to ſpend ; 


Suppoſe we fawa Pheaſant ſpring, 
And cleavethe Air with gawdy Wing 
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611) 


He mounts—Aim—Aim, I ſay, and fire ! 


Bravo | You've granted my Deſire.— 
| He's down Well done, Buck, Ideclare— - 
Quick, quick !—Recharge! nor let the Air 

Intrude.— 5 

The Barrel will the Powder heat, 

And make the Charge the more complete; 
The Touck-hole too, if Haſte you make, 


More freely will the Powder take. 


Same, unacquainted with the Art, 
Will cleanſe with labour ev'ry part, 


Until the Piece has loſt its Heat, 


And there ſucceeds a clammy Sweat. 


Not Twenty Yards in Sight for Shame] 


— ͤ ͤ—: , ——— 


(61 )) 
A Partridge ſprung, Sir, Ha !—ſhe's gone! 
You'd Time enough you ſhiot too ſoon ! 


You don't deſerve a Markſman's Name! 5 


You'd maul'd her with a proper Aim | | | 
Permit her Forty Yards to go, EO 
The Gun will ſurer Miſchief ſow : 
But when too near, the Caſe is this ; 

You either mangle her, or miſs. 


And if too far you ſlightly wound, 


5 Nor make the Game deſcend to Wan; 


In ſhooting, all Extifiries refuſe; 


Take my Advice, a Medium chooſe. 1 


£ 
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(313 
But when the. Trees confound the Scene, 
You cannot keep the Golden Mean; 
When Yoodcocks dodge, we know no Laws, 


Neceſlity admits no Pauſe. 


In Er/h of Barley, Oats. or Wheat, 
Where charming Quail and Partridge fat, 


Or in the Springs, where lovely Snite, 


Will bore, to pleaſe their Appetite; 
Or where the Polt in open Heath, 
Moves in an even Line from Death; 


There, if the Piece be tully pro d, 


Purſue the Mark when far remov'd ; 


Raiſe 


64) 
Raiſe up the Mouth above the Game, 
And fire away, with careful Aim. 
But judge before you execute ; 


Take Aim. and not at Random ſhoot. 


The Cock is indirect in Flight, ; 


Like rapid Lightning flies the Snite, > 


Till Diſtance overcomes her Fright, } 
Then ftraight along they gently fly, 

And ſlightly wounded, fall, and lie. 

By Length and Motion of their Wings, 
(Whichareſuch long, ſuchcumb'rousThings) 
80 


„ 


Sc 


475) 
So eaſy maim'd, when Twenty fall, 
Perhaps none's dead amongſt them all. 


. 


When Suites receive a mortal Wound, 


\ 
With ſteady Wings they ſkilm around ; 


Expanded open like a Kite, 
They ſmoothly ſwim till ſpent in Flight: 
And where they fall ſans Motion lie, 


And ſeldom move, but filent die. 


The gen'ral flying Marks are Five, 
By thoſe who to Perfection dive: 


(16) 
Obſerve, of Lineals, To there are; ( 
A Traverfe and a Circular; 4 Y 
206 z 
The Fifth 08/i9ue, which none can teach. E 


But Practice, Perfectneſs can reach. 1 
When Birds fly onward to your Face, 
Stand ſtill awhile, and let them paſs; Y 


Unleſs ſome Trees behind you ſtand; ;,  » 1 


| Then manage with a careful Hand“: 1 N 
| | Advance the Mouth above her Head, 

| And Ten to One you ſtrike her dead. | | 1 
13 


When Birds fly from you in a Line, 


With Care, I may pronounce them thine; 


(6 
Obſerve, with Skill, to raiſe your piece, 
Till there's no open under Space, 


Betwixt the Object and the Sight, 


Then fire away, and ſtop her Flight. 


Now I've the Lineal Mark diſplay'd, 
You ſtand in Need of futher Aid ; 


The Traverſe next employs my Pen, 


Not underſtood by many Men. 


The Traverſe Croſs-Mark Skill requires :— 
I've often heard your Country Squires, 


5 In 


(18 ) 


In talking of this Traverſe Shoot, 
Suſtain a very high Diſpute. 

Before the Bird , Tome always fire, 
But that will niceſt Time require; 
For ſhould you too much Space admit, 
The Shot will fly too quick to hit: 
And if you give too little Space, 


That's full as hazardous a Caſe. 


The Partridge, flying ſwift as Wind, 
Will dart, and bilk her Death behind. 


Which makes it difficult to gueſs; 


Your Time muſt be exact, or mils. 


If 


T 


Ti 


(19) 
If you will my Inſtructions take, 
You need not ſuch ſtrict Meaſures make. 


Or take ſuch wond'rous Pains, and Care ; 


And ſtand a ſurer Chance by far. 


— — 


Obſerve, that ev'ry ſkilful Spark, 


Will ſtrive to gain a Lineal Mark ; 
Which better will Eight Feet allow; 
Than will the Cro/s-Mark, Inches two. 


When Forty Yards to Left, or Right, 
The rapid Partridge ſteers her Flight ; 


D 2 Have 


(620 

Hare at her with a fideling Line, 

I make no Doubt but ſhe'll be thine : 
But juſt behind, the Shot will glance, 
And, if you kill, tis all a Chance. 


The Mark which Circular is term'd, 


With ſteady Care muſt be perform'd. 


Attend the Motion of the Bird, | 


Till the a proper Mark afford; 


Obtain with Skill, and cautious Scan, - 


The furtheſt Lineal Point you can; 


With 


ä 


7 


(as) 


With Patience, move your Piece around, 


| 
Till you a proper Aim have found, *F 


Then fire! and bring her to the Ground. 


See Jewel ſtands !—a Covey !—ſtay ! 
And have Regard to what I fay : 
When ſcatt'ring Birds in Numbers riſe, 
And various Marks confound the Eyes, 
Be ſure confine your Aim to One, 
Regarding none but That alone. 
Experienc'd Men of One make ſure, 


And reſt content with One ſecure: 


'The 


2a 
The ſcatter d Covey, if you wait, 


May yet be your's by future Fate. 


Young giddy Fools, who vainly hope, 
By Chance, to pick a Number up, 


Do often find chaos deceiv'd, 


And with the random Fire retriev'd ; 
Tho' many they may ſlightly wound, 
| They'll ſee none bounding on the Ground. 


Come on, mv Friend, the ſultry Morn, 


Draws forth the Coveys from the Corn ; 


Or 


( 23) 
Or elſe ſome Numbers may be found, 
In fertil Fields, the Wheat around, 

Sitting ſtill to taſte the Sun, 
Or, clucking to ſome Coppice run, 
To ſpurn the Duſt, and waſte the Noon; | 
Some let us kill, and ſome diſperfe, 


And eat our Gains, while Setters curſe. 


When what the golden Harveſt yields, 
Is carry'd from the fertil Fields, 
The Farmer's roomy Barn to crack, 
And luſty Roger, Tom and Fack, 
With 


| (24) 
With ſturdy Blows are heard to beat, 
Their Oats and Barley, Peaſe and hear. 
When Leazers give their Gleaning o'er, 
And pauper'd Earth affords no more, 
When Birds are all become 00 ſhy, 
At ev'ry little Noiſe to fly; 
At Eve, ſoon after Phebus Fall, 
You'll hear the Partridge ſcreaking Call. 
The Coveys ſeek their Place of Reſt, 
And fly towards their humble Neſt: 
The old Ones call their Young, to come, 


And with their careful Dams go home: 


Look 


( 25 ) 
Look ſharply at the Cloſe of Day, 
You'll ſee theſe Kinsfolk skim away : 
Obſerve their Flight, with ſteady Care; 
Mark well the Place where they repair : 
Which in the Morning will afford, 


A Banquet for the next Day's Board. | 


But in the Brightneſs of the Day, ; 
They basking in the Hedges lay ; | 
The glorious Sun's Meridian Heat, 
Makes that a charming ſweet Retreat : { 
Securely there, they basking fit, q 

| l 1 
Nor will they ſuch dear Manſions quit, 0 


F-27113 57 B:* 216] Unleſs 


626) 
Unleſs ſome Noiſe, or Voice they hear, 


And then with Speed away they ſteer. 


Be careful; let your Steps be light, 
For ev'ry trifling Noiſe will fright : F 
Except the Quail which lies ſo cloſe, ” wth 
She'll near endure the Lurcber's Noſe. 


With Patience hunt ; the charming Prey, 


Will amply your Attendance pay : - I 
Her Flights are ſhort, obſer ve her Fall, Fo 


S You'll ſpring her Twice, no Doubt at all. Tt 


When ſtiffen d Earth by Froſt is bound 
And flocking Larks beſtrew the Ground. 


(27) 
The Cold affords myſterious Meat, 
Beſt vated when they little eat. 
The ambient Air their Pores conſtrans, 
And friendly Cold ſhuts up their Veins; 
"IE hence the Nutriment proceeds, 
And ev'ry Grain ſome Fatneſs breeds. 

But when bright S/ diſplay's his Heat, 
They poorer grow, tho' more they eat ; 
For in one melting, ſultry Day, 


Their Fatneſs all perſpires away. 


E 2 To 
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(8) 


To fire at Flocks, take proper Care, 
And thus your well-prov'd Gun prepare; 
Obſerving to diſpoſe your Charge, 

As may diſpenſe the Sho? at large, 
Of Pauder take an equal Lot, 

As you allow of circling Shot ; 

| Deſtruction then will ſcatt'ring take, 


And many bleeding Victims make. 


When thus prepar'd, begin to ſtorm, | 


And fire amidſt the riſing Swarm, 


And treble Slaughter you'll perform. 1 
When : 


( 29 ) 


When Birds expanſive riſe in Air, 
The Mark lies open, rais'd and fair, 


And Ten Times more will dead be found, 


Than if you ſhoot them on the Ground, 47 


If you a Mallard chance to ſee, 2 f 
Attend, and be advis d by me: 
If you're before him, hold your Arm, 


His guarded Breaſt no Shot can harm; 


And fire behind, where, leſs ſecure, 


He can the piercing Shot edure. 
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When 


(30 


When rattling Winds do briſkly blow, 


Sites move againſt the Wind but flow, Yo 
And they're ſo thinly clad behind, It 
They ſeldom travel with the Wind,. 4 


To guard againſt inclement Air, 


| The Part which is ſo very bare. 
Ta 


The Woodcochs then ſhort Flights will take, Th 


And Feaſants to the Trees will make: Ad 
| Th 


Then fright them from the Boughs away, 
And corn to ſhoot the gazing Prey : Ta 


Poachers alone that Crime commit, 


Tis ſcorn'd by Men of Senſe and Wit. 


When 


( 31 ) 


When flormy Winds offend the Skies, 


Yon cannot hear the Partridge riſe 
It drives the Pouder in your Face, | 


And really that's a dang' rous Caſe. | | 


And if, my Friend, it chance to rain, 


Take my Advice go home again, 


That Day no farther Sport affords; 


Adieu the Frelds! Adieu the Birds | | 


The Powder gives, and Damp will grow, | | 
Take my Advice then ; prithee go: | 


7 
For ſhould you ſtay, I'm fure your Gains, 
Will never pay for Half your Pains !--- 
The Sport is o'er ! Away! Away! | | 


For now tis all in vain to ſtay. 


Then o'er a Cup of nut-brown Ale, 


Or ſing a catch, or tell a Tale. 


Tis Mirth that ſweetens ev'ry Care. 


And arms the Heart againſt Deſpair. d 
Fill high the ſparkling joy-crown'd Bowl. E 
It quickens Wit, it glads the Soul. — 


Exalt 


It 


(83) 
Exalt the Voice, and let the Laugh 


Be heard, as round the Board ye quaff, 
The Gods themſelves are plead to ſee, 


Mankind intranc'd in harmleſs glee. 


Brother * Iv © e periodiz d Si 2 
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8 if] I meet your gen'r rous * 


t 


Yet this I truſt Long at the rural Squire 


Recounts his Feats around a Winters Fire : 


Long a as cach 5 9 rf or his rival Son 


7 
| of 
R . 


< — 


Shall love the Muſick of the "IR ad ring Gun: 


| F Long 


( 34) . 
Long as the Game ſhall hover round the 
(Plain, 
My Name and fature Honour ſhall remain. 
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